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nothing but beer. At last the chaplain hammered on the table with
his knife handle and said grace, and such civil servants as could muster
trousers and boots were allowed in to clear up the remains. There
followed a fatal half-hour of meditation, and when the Parliament
bell rang Members of both Houses glared fixedly at the ceiling for a
few moments and then lapsed into unconsciousness.
The official most to be envied was the Sergeant-at-Arms, for by
common consent his duties could be efficiently discharged only in
lawn-tennis shoes, for a reason which I am about to relate.  He was
attired in a uniform which I took to be that of a French PrSfet de
Departement, with a cocked hat and a gilded sword. The lawn-tennis
shoes struck me as incongruous until after lunch on the first after-
noon, but then I understood their necessity. He was debarred by his
office from drinking either beer or rum, and this was his moment. He
rose, crept slowly in his rubber shoes to the Peers' benches, and .those
that were still awake watched him with breathless excitement.  He
was stalking Havea, Lord of Haapai.  With his gold-mounted scab-
bard uplifted, he smote the titular chief a resounding whack on the
back of his skull, and Havea started up with an exclamation that I
could have translated, though I had never heard it used before. The
House tittered. Meanwhile the clerks were looking round the House
and making frequent entries in a book, which was The Boo\ of the
Sleeping, and Hoho, the Roman Catholic Member, declared after-
wards that the insertion of his name was a malicious libel.   His
religion, he said, obliged him to pray at noon, and for this he was
compelled ,to close his eyes. The clerk retorted that if he could not
begin his prayers with a hymn, as in other respectable sects, his name
must be recorded.
As the days wore on we found the morning more suitable for com-
mittee and the afternoon for third readings, for during a third reading
even the Sergeant-at-Arms would close his eyes. When the Prime
Minister had read the House to sleep the Speaker would thunder out
the question, "Those who are in favour will hold up their hands,"
and all the hands went up with a slight trembling of the eyelids.
^ There were no parties. Every member voted according to his
" konisienist" (this is as near as they get to " conscience "), an organ
which is often confused in their mind with " Komsltutone " (which
is as near as .they can, get to " Constitution "), and when their con-